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my horse, my young favourite horse, whom I
had just christened Pegasus, twelve miles far-'
theron5 through the wildest moors and hills of
Ayrshire, to New Cumnock, the next inn. The
powers of poesy and prose sink under mes when
I would describe what I felt. Suffice it to say?
that when a good fire, at New Cumnock, had so
far recovered my frozen sinews, I sat down and
wrote the inclosed ode."

I was at Edinburgh lately, and settled finally
with Mr, Creech ; and I must own, that, at last,
he has been amicable and fair with me.

* The Ode inclosed is that printed in vol. iii. p. 303,
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